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TEMPTATION, 
Perhaps some of my young readers, when 


looking upon this cut, will ask what it is. You 
see in the reeds and around the trunk of a tree 
a large snake with his mouth open; and just be- 
fore him an innocent little bird. This is a rat- 
tlesnake charming a robin. It is said that this 
snake will fix its eyes intently ona bird or squir- 
rel, and the poor little animals, thus charmed, 
have no power to move away, but keep drawing 
nearer and nearer the serpent, and at last enter 
into his mouth, which has all the time been open 
to receive them, and are instantly devoured. 
You would say then, if you should see a little 
bird in this situation, that it was in danger, and 
you would try to save it. 

Now, children, you are in danger, not of be- 
ing bitten by a snake, but by sin. You have 
wicked hearts—you love to sin; and the Bible 
tells y@e1 about the ‘ old serpent the devil,” which 
tries to have you sin that you may be destroyed. 
He would make wicked children more wicked. 
He tempts you to sin. This is the reason the 
Saviour tells us to pray that we may be delivered 
from temptation. He has many ways to tempt 
you to sin. He fills the mind with wicked 
thoughts, the heart with sinful feelings. He 
tempts to lie, to steal, to swear and tokill. Per- 
haps you are playing with other children, and 
one boy swears; you hear it, and do the same; 
then you are tempted and overcome. You are 
walking along in the road and you come toa 
neighbor’s apple tree; the boy with you takes an 
apple and gives you one; and then you are 
tempted. If you take it and eat it, you have 
yielded to temptation, and the serpent has charm- 
ed you, and caught you. He is pleased that he 
can overcome you. 

I know a good Jad who was sent to Sabbath 
School, and as he was walking along in the road, 
another boy, dirty and ragged, came up with him, 
and asked him where he was going. ‘I am go- 
ing to the Sabbath School,” said John. ‘ Oh, I 
wouldn’t,” said the Sabbath breaker, “‘ come, go 
with me.”” He then began to tell him where he 
Was going, and what a good time he should have. 
In this way he tried to charm him. But John 
continued to move on towards the school-room, 
holding fast the testament under hisarm. When 

ey came up opposite the house, the boy stopped 
whilst John turned to the door. ‘Come,’ said 
he, “won’t you go?” ‘ No,” said John with 
firmness as he stepped into the door. John 
Went into his school and was safe; and away ran 
the other boy to his wicked sports, aud to join 
his companions in sin. When John said No to 
the temptation, he resisted, and had no more 
trouble. ‘The Bible says “resist the devil and 
he will flee from you.” Ever since John said 
“no,” he has not been troubled with such temp- 
tations as he was before, and he has found it 


easy to resist them when they have come. He 
means to keep out of the serpent’s mouth. I see 
him every Sabbath in his school. I think he 
means to seek the kingdom of heaven. 

Now, réader, as you look upon that serpent and 
see his mouth open to destroy, will you 1emem- 
ber you are in danger, and can never be safe 
until you become ‘ Christians and enter Christ’s 
kingdom.” Then you can say “no,” to every 
sinful thought, feeling, word, companion and way 
which leads down to hell. When I see the diso- 
bedient child, the Sabbath breaker, the profane 
swearer, | am afraid they will be charmed by 
sin until they are destroyed. This is the reason 
why your pious parents and teachers feel so deep- 
ly for you. They point you to the Sabbath 
Schools, to the place of worship, to the Saviour, 
and to heaven. If you would do all you could 
to save the little robin from the poison bite of the 
rattlesnake, these friends will do much more to 
deliver you from the destroyer of souls. For 
you are of more value than many sparrows. 
Never stop to listen to the voice of the tempter. 
Say ‘‘ no,” to every sin.—S. S. Treasury. 








NARRATIVE. 








FRUITS OF PERSEVERANCE, 


‘** Mother!” said William, a little boy of be- 
tween five and six years of age, “it is in vain for 
me to try any more, I never can make the figure 
three.” 

So saying, he threw his slate down on his 
mother’s lap, and looked up in her face, with an 
expression of countenance, in which mortifica- 
tion and impatience of temper were plainly to be 
seen, mixed with hopeless sorrow. 

His mother gently but firmly insisted, that he 
should take his slate and attempt still longer to 
copy the figures which she had set him. ‘ Re- 
member my dear boy,” she said, ‘‘ you had to 
try a long time yesterday, before you could 
make the figure two, but you did at last succeed. 
Now if you do not in like manner overcome your 
present difficulty, you must give up all hope of 
learning to cipher, and must remain an ignorant 
child. 

‘* Mother,” replied the little boy, “I have 
tried as hard as I can, but see, my slate is full of 
bad, ugly figures, that all look the wrong way. I 
don’t believe any body else ever was so stupid. 
I am sure you had not such a plague in learning 
to cipher. Your pencil seems to slip along so 
nicely and never goes the wrong way. If you 
will only make my three for me, I'll try to do 
the rest of my figures, for as to making this one, 
it is useless for me to strive any more.” 

** And do you expect to cipher in this manner 
all your life? By and by you will go to school, 
and when you grow older, if I live, I hope to 
send you to college. Now do you wish or ex- 
pect me,to go along with you always, to make 
your figure three for you?” 

“Oh no, mother!” said William, smiling 
through the tears which his troublesome task 
had forced into his eyes, “that woull be very 
silly indeed, and all my masters would laugh 
at me.” 

‘** Well then, my dear, the ‘difficulty must be 
overcome, you know, sooner or later—take your 
slate again and earnestly set yourself to the task 
for ten minutes longer—a half bour will then be 
completed, and if by that time you have not suc- 
ceeded, you may wait until school time to mor- 





row. I do not recollect having had as much 


trouble in forming my figures as you have found, 
but it is not at all unlikely that I had to toil a 
great while with them also, for many years have 
passed since I was thus employed, and the reco}- 
lection of these early sorrows has faded away 
under those of later years.” 


The little boy was encouraged, and once more 
busily occupied himself with his slate and pen- 
cil, but when his half hour was over he had only 
succeeded in making a crooked and ill shapen 
three. 

Next day however, he resumed his task 
with better success, for he actually made so 
very decent, respectable figures of 1, 2, 3, 4, 
and 6. His little countenance looked very bright 
and he felt very happy when his mother smiled 
upon him and kissed him. 

‘“*You have, my son,” she said, “learned a 
lesson which I hope you may never forget, name- 
ly, that ‘‘ perseverance conquers difficulties,” 
not only in human learning, but also in overcom- 
ing sinful tempers. Was there not, my dear, a 
good deal of naughty feeling in your heart dur- 
ing part of the half hour you spent in school the 
other morning in your unplvasant task.” 


‘Yes, mamma, indeed there was,” said the 
little boy, who though naturally possessing a 
very quick temper, was ever ready to own his 
faults and ask forgiveness for them. ‘I had 
some very naughty thoughts come into my heart 
that morning. I was ashamed and angry at my- 
self for being so dull, and I felt almost sorry to 
see that my little cousin could learn to make in 
a few minutes, what I could notin half an hour.” 
‘You then found my son, that you had an 
evil and corrupt nature, for pride and envy are. 
very sinful, and if not overcome by the grace of 
God, will lead to most grievous sins, But as 
you said your prayers the next day, [heard you 
beg God to help you to resist naughty tempers 
when you went into the school room, and teach 
you to be more attentive and diligent. Do you 
think you were helped?” 

*¢ Yes, mother,” said the little boy with much 
earnestness. ‘‘ 1 think I was, for before I thought 
I should make my troublesome three, I felt more 
willing to go on trying, and did not mind near as 
much the girls smiling at my ugly humpbacked 
figures. Do you not think, mother, that God will 
help us in our studies as well as in other things, 
if we ask him to do so.” 

‘*‘ Certainly, my dear,” replied his mother, ‘if 
our motives in doing so, are pure. If we pray 
that he will help us to leayn, because we wish to 
be admired for our quickness—or merely for the 
love of learning—or because it may be useful to 
us in this world, I think we have no right to ex- 
pect him to hear our prayer. But if we wish to 
be made useful to our fellow creatures for Christ’s 
sake, I think we have great reason to hope he 
will listen to our petitions and grant them. I 
hope, my dear child, that you will ever feel that 
all the strength we can obtain either for working 
with our minds, souls or bodies, is entirely de- 
rived from that great Being who created us, and 
gave us all the talents we possess.” 

William found many more difficulties as he 
went on in his studies. After he had learned to 
make all his figures, his mother set him simple 
sums in addition, and it was many days before 
he could count up even a short line. He did not 
however, give up his task because there were 
trials to be endured. When he became some- 
what out of heart, his kind mother would gently 





remind him, where he was to look for strength, 
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and she would by way of encouragement, bid 
him “ remember the figure three.” 

When a year had passed, this little boy could 
cipher so nicely in addition, that he was advanc- 
ed to subtraction, and afterwards to multiplica- 
tion. In all his troubles he tried to follow his 
dear mother’s advice, unless his sinful temper 
gained the victory over him, but when leaning 
on his own strength he was generally made 
sooner or later to feel, that it was perfect 
weakness. 

One day after he had studied a new portion of 
his multiplication table very hard, and found 
himself stilt imperfect in his knowledge of it, he 
became very much iepressed, and the tears 
would, in spite of his efforts to check them, roll 
down his cheek. At length he said to his moth- 
er, who was sitting by, and watching his strug- 
gles with great interest, “‘ Dear mother, do you 
think I shall ever be able to learn algebra, and 
to draw those squares and circles that my cousin 
Richard does at College, if I am so dull in get- 
ting this table?. Do other little boys, find it as 
difficult as I do?” 

“All young persons, my son,” replied his 
mother, ‘have found it-very trying to their -pa- 
tience, I believe. Your cousin labored hard 
with it, and I well remember my joy when my 
own dear mother after many trials, at last found 
I had mastered it. It by no means follows, be- 
cause you are not remarkably quick in acquir- 
ing knowledge, that you must give up the hope 
of becoming a good mathematical scholar at 
some future day. I have read-of a gentleman 
who became so eminent a mathematician as to 
be made professor of that science in one of the 
great English Universities, and was called the 

best scholar of his time, who when a little boy 
' of your age, was so dull and indolent in his stu- 
dies, that his good father was accustomed to 
mourn over him in bitterness of heart, and was 
more than once heard to say, that if God saw 
fit to remove one of his children he trusted it 
might be Isaac, which was the name of this boy, 
since he feared he would never be of much use 
or comfort to any one.” 

‘‘ What are mathematics, mother?” enquired 
William. 

“Algebra and geometry are mathematical 
studies, my dear; and so ig arithmetic the intro- 
duction to the science. Those studies which 
you have seen your cousin engaged in, are not 
more difficult for him to master, [ imagine, than 
is the multiplication table to you who are a little 
boy. You have by many efforts learned to make 
the figure 3—the same perseverance will enable 
you, I hope, some day to comprehend problems 
and theorems in geometry.” 

‘Oh! mother I hope I shall, for I do want to 
be a learned man when I grow up,” exclaimed 
William, eagerly. , 

«¢T should certainly like to see you, my son,” 
said his mother, ‘‘ becoming a useful and well 
informed man; but there is something which I 
am far, far more anxious for you to possess than 
such knowledge, excellent as that is.” 

‘‘IT know what youmean,mamma. You would 
rather I should be a Christian, than rich, or 
learned either,” replied William. ‘And so 
would I if I could only have one of these things. 
I have thought so, mother, ever since you talked 
to me about “the one thing needful,” which you 
said I must seek to gain, even if I lost every 
thing else.” 

His mother then told him she must leave him, 
to attend to something which needed her pres- 
ence. Before doing so, she urged him to make 
a fresh effort to learn his accustomed task, and 
William, encouraged by his mother’s assurance 
that she thought him not dull or stupid, but 
merely wanting in quickness—and remembering 
that the little boy whom his father thought dull, 
became eminent as a scholar, set himself indus- 
triously to work, and when called to recite, was 
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FEED MY LAMBS. 
[ Continued from page 149.] 








his lambs? 


Feed my lambs. 


with which Christ’s lambs are to be fed? 
is good in their hearts. 


by still waters; but itis food for the soul. 
what is this? 


It is, in the first place, the Bible. 


a great deal of food for the lambs. 


who killed his brother Abel. 
for the lambs. 
stand, and what will do them good. 


III. What is the roop that Christ provides for 


For you know the lambs in a flock must be 
fed every day, or they will die. So Christ’s lambs 
must be fed every day; and Jesus said to Peter, 
Now what is meant by the food 


The food Jesus speaks of is, the instruction 
which is to be given to children, to carry on what 
It is not food for 
the body, like that food which the earthly shep- 
herd provides for his flock, in green pastures and 


And 


Children 
must read God’s word, and in that book there is 
There the 
child learns how God made the heavens and the 
earth; how Satan tempted Eve to eat the for- 
bidden fruit, by which Adam and Eve fell from 
God and lost his holy image, and how God turn- 
ed them out of the delightful garden of Eden, 
where he had put them to live; and then what a 
wicked son Adam and Eve had, named Cain, 
Now this is food 
This is what they can under- 


It is true there is much in the Bible which 


— 
which may prove a benefit to those around her 
One method she now proposes is, to have a blank 
book in which she designs to write the most in. 
teresting occurrences in our family in the form 
of a journal—particularly those circumstances 
connected with the every day behaviour of my 
children. Your employments, your Conversation 
and treatment of each other—the temper anq 
disposition which you daily manifest—all will he 
faithfully noted down. Her object is to make 
while here, a kind of every day history of each 
one of you, that when you are older, it may be 
referred to, and perhaps afford important sub, 
jects for reflection.” 

‘Then mother, I will begin as soon as aunt 
Mary comes, and be very careful about what] 
say—how I spend my time, and not get ang 
with any body. Do you suppose she can love us 
when she means to be so very exact?” 

‘¢ Your aunt I trust is a Christian. And now, 
as both of her little daughters are dead, she jg 
desirous of being employed a part of her time 
for the improvement of her brother’s children, 
You must not doubt her affection for a moment, 
It is because she does love you most tender] 
which prompts her to adopt this course. I think, 
my chill, your good resolution to be very care. 
ful is quite commendable, but why not begin to 
day to be * very careful?” 'Though you are now 
in health, you may die even before sister Mary 
arrives. ‘The Bible says, in such an houras ye 
think not, the Son of Man cometh.”’ 


they cannot understand (for there are many 
things which grown up persons cannot under- 
stand;) but there is also much -that a very little 
child may understand. He canunderstand about 
Noah, about the world being so wicked that God 
drowned every person in it, except Noah and his 
family, whom he saved in the ark; he can un- 
derstand about Abraham being commanded by 
God to offer up his only son Isaac as a sacrifice 
to God; he can understand about Joseph being 
hated and sold by his brethren; he can under- 
stand about Moses being put into a cradle of bul- 
rushes and exposed on the waters, and being 
found by the daughter of Pharaoh, the king of 
Egypt, and taken care of and brought up by her; 
and then when Moses is grown to be a man, he 
refuses to be called the son of Pharaoch’s daugh- 
ter, because he esteemed the reproach of Christ 
greater riches than the treasures of Egypt. Oh! 
will the child say, that I might be like Moses, 
and leave the world and try to love Jesus Christ 
better than any thing that the world can offer 
me! And then the child goes on to read about 
Job, who was the most patient man, and how he 
lay: upon a dunghill; and about David being 
taken from the care of a flock of sheep and made 
a great king; and about Solomon and Isaiah and 
Jeremiah, and all the prophets. And then the 
little boy or girl reads of Jesus Christ being born 
of a virgin, and how the babe was laid in a man- 
ger, and how wicked Herod wanted to kill him, 
and murdered all the children of two years old 
in hopes to kill Christ; and then, at last, the 
child comes to hear what the Saviour suffered, 
and that he was nailed to a cross, and died to 
save his sheep and lambs. I have seen a child 
of not more than four years old, sitting upon its 
parent’s knee, and listening to the stories out of 
the Bible, till its eyes streamed with tears; so 
affecting and wonderful is the word of God. 


———— 





THE NURSERY. 











“S Written for the Youth’s Companion. 
CONVERSATION WITH JAMES. 

‘**} have some pleasant news for you, my son. 
This morning a letter was received from your 
aunt Mary, in which she informs me, that in 
consequence of her not going to Boston as she 
had determined, previous to her leaving us last 
autumn, she expects to return herein a few days 
to pass some weeks. You know how anxious 





able to repeat his lesson very perfectly. 








dear aunt Mary is to be always doing,something 








“I know I am glad aunt Mary was not here 


last week.”’ 


‘* Why, my son, would she have heard or seen 


any thing wrong?” 


‘She might have seen brother Henry and me, 


when we both wanted to look first at the book of 
pictures which father sent home. 
see us. 


You did not 
Besides, I said I hated him.” 


‘¢ Perhaps it may surprise you, James, to know 


that what your aunt Mary contemplates doing, 
is the same thing which your mother has done 
ever since you first entered the Sabbath School 
last May. No day has passed without my wi- 
ting something you have said or done.” 


‘**T should like to see your book, mother, if 


you are willing, and yet I had rather not see it. 


It would make me feel so bad to find some 
words written down which I have spoken to 
Henry, and to grandmother. I wish you would 
burn your book. I cannot bear to think of it.” 

“If my book should be burnt, there is another 
book, my child, the Book of God. This book 
contains that, which neither I, nor any of your 
friends could ever write. I mean your very 
thoughts. It contains also all the words and ac- 
tions of your past life. And this record, which 
your heavenly Father keeps, will determine your 
condition after death. ‘For God shall bring 
every work into judgment with every secret 
thing, whether it be good or whether it be evil.” 
I wish you to read the twelfth verse in the twen- 
tieth chapter of Revelations. Think, Oh think, 
my dear son, of the Book of God! Perhaps 
sometime I shall converse with you about your 
saying you hated your brother.” 








PARENTAL. 








PRAYING MOTHERS, 

Samuel, who became a Prophet and a Judge 
in Israel, was only brought to the Sanctuary, and 
dedicated to the special service of God by a pray- 
ing Mother. 

Timothy, who was an eminent minister of the 
New Testament, and exceedingly dear to Paul, 
and who from a child had known the Holy Scrip- 
tures, was blest with both a Praying Mother and 
a Praying Grandmother. 

John the Baptist, who was filled with the Holy 
Ghost even from his very birth, a greater than 
whom had never been born of woman, was the 
son of a Praying Mother. 

The piouS and excellent Doddridge had long 
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before he could read, been taught the truths of 
religion by means of Scripture prints on the tiles 
in the chimney, which were pointed out and ex- 


ained to him by a Praying Mother. 

The Rev. John Newton, who, besides all the 
other good he accomplished, was instrumental in 
the conversion of those eminent and useful men, 
the Rev. Claudius Buchanan, ard the Rev. 
Thomas Scott, was himself brought to Christ by 
means of truth, which had been taught him in 
early life by a Praying Mother. ’ 

I recently read of a whole family of children 
in America, who were all in a remarkable man- 
ner brought under the influence of the Gospel 
and of the Holy Spirit. But these children had 
received the caresses, and been brought up under 
the care and instruction of a Praying Mother. 

A few years ago, the students of a Theologi- 
cal Seminary felt interested in the inquiry, what 
proportion of their numbers have been favored 
with godly parents. And it was ascertained, that 
out of 120 students who were preparing for the 
sacred ministry, more than 100 were the offspring 
of Praying Mothers. 

And—to mention but one instance more—St. 
Augustine, that sublime genius, that illustrious 
father and great luminary of the Church, whose 
fame filled the whole Christian world in the lat- 
ter part of the fourth and beginning of the fifth 
century, was till his 28th year only “a bitter- 
ness to her that bore him.” From his own sub- 
sequent confession, he was deaf to the voice of 
conscience, broke away from his moral restraints, 
and spent his youth amidst the scenes of baseness 
and corruption. But in all his wanderings, that 
depraved young man was followed by a Weep- 
ing, Praying Mother. Her tears on his account 
watered the earth, and her prayers went up as 
incense befure God. ‘It is not possible,” said 
acertain Bishop in reply to her importunity that 
he would endeavor to reclaim her son; ‘ good 
woman, it is not possible that a child of such 
tears should perish.” 

And at length the son himself carried to his 
praying mother the news of ‘his conversion, and 
she received ‘the oil of joy for mourning,” and 
“the garment of praise for the spirit of heavi- 
ness.” Not long after, as they were journeying 
together, she said. ‘*My son, what haveI todo 
here any longer?’ The only object for which I 

wished to live was your conversion, and this the 
Lord has now granted me in an abundant man- 
ner.”” 





Mother.—Mother’s Magazine. 


Five days after, she was seized with a 
fever, and on the ninth her tears were forever 
wiped away. And whatever the name and wri- 
tings of Augustine, the gifted Bishop of Hippo, 
have been known, there also has been “ told for 
amemorial of her,” the story of the Praying 








The husband arose, and on opening his eyes, 
beheld the same glaring lights, and heard the 
same ominous sound. Impelled by the extreme 
urgency of the case, he commenced with all pos- 
sible vehemence, vociferating the alphabet, as a 
prayer to God to deliver them from the ven- 
geance of satan. On hearing this the cat, as 
much alarmed as the priest and his wife, of whose 
nocturnal peace he had been the unconscious 
disturber, ran away, leaving the poor people con- 
gratulating themselves on the efficacy of their 
prayer. 

On a subsequent occasion, puss, in his peram- 
bulations, went to the district of the Satanees; 
and as the marae stood in aretired spot, and was 
shaded by the rich foliage of trees of ancient 
growth, Tom, pleased with the situation, and 
wishing to be found in good company, took up 
his abode with the gods; and not meeting with 
any opposition from those within the house, he 
little expected any froin those without. 

Some few days after, however, the priest 
came, accompanied by a number of worshippers, 
to present some offering tothe god, and on open- 
ing the door, Tom very respectfully greeted him 
with a mew. Unaccustomed to such salutations, 
instead of returning it, he rushed back with ter- 
ror, shouting to his companions, ‘ Here’s a mon- 
ster from the deep! here’s a monster from the 
deep!” Upon this the whole party hastened 
home, collected several hundreds of their com- 
panions, put on their war caps, brought their 
spears, clubs, and slings, blackened themselves 
with charcoal, and thus equipped, came shouting 
to attack ‘poor puss.” Affrighted at this for- 
midable array of war, Tom immediately sprang 
towards the opened door, and darting through 
the terror stricken warriors, they fled with the 
greatest precipitation in all directions. 

In the evening these brave conspirators 
against the life of a cat were entertaining them- 
selves and a numerous company of spectators 
with a dance, when Tom, wishing to see the 
sport, and bearing no malice, came to take a 
peep. No sooner did he present himself, than 
the terrified company fled in consternation; and 
the heroic warriors of the district again armed 
themselves, and gave chase to this unfortunate 
cat. But the “monster of the deep,” being too 
nimble for them, again escaped their vengeance. 
Some hours after, when all was quiet, Tom, be- 
ing disturbed in his residence with the gods, de- 
termined unwisely to renew his acquaintance 
with men; and in the dead of the night, return- 
ed to the house, and crept beneath a coverlet, 
under which a whole family was lying, and there 
fell asleep. Unfortunately his purring awoke 
the man under whose cloth he had crawled, and 
who, supposing that some other “ monster” had 








NATURAL HISTORY. 


come to disturb them, closed the door-way,awoke 


search for the intruder. 








MEN OF RARATONGA FRIGHTENED BY PUSS. 


The Rev. Mr. Williams, formerly a missiona- 
ty in the South Sea Islands, states the following 
circumstance, which strikingly illustrates the 
former ignorance and superstition of the inhab- 


itants of Raratonga. 


A favorite cat had been taken on shore by 
one of the teacher’s wives on our first visit; and 
not liking his new companions, Tom fled to the 
The house of the priest Tiaki, who 
had just destroyéd his idol and turned Christian, 
Was situated at a distance from the settlement; 
and, at midnight, while he was lying asleep on 

is mat, his wife, who was sitting by his side, 
musing upon the strange events of the day, be- 
held, with consternation, two fires glistening in 
the door way, and heard with surprise a myste- 
Almost petrified with fear, she 
awoke her husband, and began to upbraid him 
with his folly for burning his god, who, she de- 
Clared, was now come to be avenged of them. 
“Get up and pray, get up and pray;” she cried. 


mountains. 


tous voice. 








with the two previous engagements of the day, 
clubs and spears, attacked him most valiantly, 


ting an end to this formidable “ monster.” 
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Written for the Youth’s Companion. 
ELECTA J. VAIL. 

Died, at Brainard, Tennessee, August 26th, 
1840, Miss Electa J. Vail, aged 19 years; the 
ninth and last child of Mr. John and Julia Vail, 
who have labored for more than nineteen years as 
assistant missionaries among the Cherokees. She 
was a subject of a revival in the neighborhood dur- 
ing the summer of 1839, conducted by the Baptist 
and Methodist brethren; she united with the Bap- 
tist church, where she adorned her profession 


world, At the organization of the Presbyterian 
church at Chattanooga, in the spring of the 


the people of the house, and procured lights to 
Poor Tom, fatigued 


lay quietly asleep, when the warriors, with their 


and thought themselves singularly brave in put- 


and appeared like one ripening for a better 


of becoming a member and was received. At 
the time she professed a change of heart, her 


evidences of piety were clear and satisfactory. 
For several days previous, she was under deep 
conviction for sin. But when the Saviour was 
pleased to manifest himself to her, as the only 
Saviour of sinners, and speak her pardon, then 
instantly light broke in upon her soul and 
a new song was put into her mouth, even praise 
unto her God. So devoted was she, and so 
weaned from the world, that some of her friends 
often remarked, ‘“ she was not long for earth.” 
From the time of her conversion to that of her 
last sickness, none, I believe, had aught to speak 
against her. Her disease was of a bilious char- 
acter, which terminated her life on the eleventh 
day. No particular anxiety was manifested by 
her, as to the issue of her sickness, till about two 
or three days before she died; from this time to 
her death she chose ‘to go and be with Christ.” 
Her spirit, like a caged bird, longed to take its 
flight to purer realms above. To her father she 
observed, ‘‘ you don’t know how much I have 
thought about dying for some time past—I have 
lain night after night for weeks, while you were 
asleep and looked out at my window and gazed 
at those beautiful stars, and thought it would not 
be long before I should be beyond them, in that 
bright world above.” Her father asked her ifshe 
thought she should not live. ‘No father, soon 
I shall be walking the golden streets, and shall 
have palms in my hands, and join in singing the 
song of Moses and the Lamb and see the bless- 
ed Jesus.” At times she lay quite insénsible to 
appearance, to things which transpired in her 
room; arousing a little, she observed, “I see 
brother.’”? At another time, she said, ‘“ there are 
my brothers and sisters walking in the room,” 
and wished her friends to see them—that her 
soul dwelt on high was evident, and how much 
the sainted spirits of her dear brothers and sis- 
ters were permitted to hover around her sick bed 
to administer to her comfort, is not known to 
us. She often observed to those by her side, she 
saw most beautiful things, and wished others to 
see them too. When she thought she might not 
live but a short time, she said, ‘‘ come father and 
pray with me, it may be the last time.” She re- 
quested prayer and singing; among the hymns of 
her selection were: 

“Qn Jordan’s stormy banks I stand, 

And cast a wishful eye, 

To Canaan’s fair and happy land, 

Where my possessions lie.” 

At another time— 

“ When I can read my title clear 

To mansions in the skies.” 

The day before she died, she requested her 
father to send for her young friends, that she 
might see them once more, and warn them to 
prepare for death. As many as thirteen were 
present, all professors of religion except three. 
To one who was not she said: ‘* N—, you were 
as unwilling to come to the anxious seat as [ was, 
I hope you will look on me and take this for a 
warning—you must be brought to the same sit- 
uation.” 

She wished to leave her dying testimony with 
her young friends, that the religion which she 
professed, was her unspeakable consolation in 
the trying hour of death. She wished all to at- 
tend her funeral that they might be admonished 
of the uncertainty of life and prepare to meet 
their Judge. While her room was a room of 
weeping and anxious solicitude on the part of her 
friends, it was good to be there and witness the 
power of that religion, which, in the language 
of the poet, 


“ 





can make a dying bed, 

Feel soft as downy pillows are.” 
The thought of her past sickness two years ago, 
came to her mind, and she exclaimed, “ Oh! if 
I had died at that time—Oh! I shall never for- 











present year, she presented herself as desirous 


get the night I professed religion. The thought 
of being made a child of God, an heir of glory, 
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so filled her raptured soul, that she seemed like 
flying beyond this vale of tears. Observing her 
niother weeping, she said, ‘*O mother don’t 
grieve for me, you will not have long to stay, I 
know it is hard to part with your last child;” and 
embracing her mother, she said: ‘ Dear mother, 
it is the last time until the resurrection morn- 
ing.” Turning to her father, she said: “ Yes, 
father, you will bury your last child to-morrow.” 
'’o her friends, she said, “I know you feel for 
me, but yours are not the feelings of parents. 
You cannot feel as they do.” At a time when 
she lay apparently stupid, her father observing, 
found her repeating, ‘‘ heaven, heaven, heaven; 
come Lord Jesus, come quickly.” She was 
sensible when death had commenced his work, 
and remarked “ the cold chill of death has come; 
Ican feel it in my limbs, it is creeping upon 
me.” Being asked if Jesus was precious, she 
said, “yes, precious, Jesus is precious to my 
soul.” These were nearly the last words she 
spoke; and when her speech had failed, with a 
signal, she repeated that her Saviour was pre- 
cious to her soul. 

On the following day her remains were car- 
ried to the old Missionary church, where a large 
collection of youthful friends and neighbors had 
assembled, and a sermon preached by her Pas- 
tor, the Rev. Wm. M. Cunningham, from the 
23d psalm, 4th verse, ‘Yea, though I walk 
through the valley of the shadow of death, I will 
fear no evil; for thou art with me; thy rod and 
thy staff they comfort me.” 

At the close of the sermon the following hymn 
was sung, having been selected by her friends. 
The remains were then carried to the grave 
vard, and deposited to remain until the morn of 
the resurrection, when the archangel’s voice will 
be heard, ‘* Awake ye dead and come to Judg- 
ment.” 

Sister, thou wast mild and lovely, 
Gentle as the summer breeze, 
Pleasant as the air of evening 
When it floats among the trees. 
Peaceful be thy silent slumber, 
Peaceful in the grave so low ; 
Thou no more wilt join our number, 
Thou no more our songs will know. 
Dearest sister, thou hast left us, 
Here thy loss we deeply feel, 
But ’tis God that hath bereft us, 
He can all our sorrows heal. 
Yet again we hope to meet thee, 
When the day of life is fled, 
Then in heaven, with joy to greet thee, 
Where no farewell tear is shed. 
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Youth’s Companion better than a Sled. 

A little boy in Boston. lately had a present of a silver 
dollar given him to buy a sled—but he was so anxious 
to obtain the Youth’s Companion, that he requested his 
mother to take it and pay for the little paper for him, 
that he might have the benefit of reading it every week 
in the year. A very wise boy that. May he grow wise 
and good as he grows older. 


lp 
Children in Africa, 

A good missionary, writing about the children where 
he lived, says, “I have often seen the little black chil- 
dren, with their Bible or Testament, sitting upon a stone 
at the door of the cottage, and reading the word of life to 
five or six poor old black people, who have listened with 
attention to these young ministers of the truth.” Little 
blacks value the Bible ; they take it home and read it to 
their parents, and do much good in this way; we hope 
our young friends do the same; or, if not, that they will 
begin to do it immediately. 


ee 
A Ceylonese Youth, 


Many of the children taught in the missionary schools, 
in Ceylon, are very seriously impressed with divine sub- 
jects, and read the Scriptures to their parents in the 
evenings. In some instances the missionaries have 
heard the voice of prayer ascending from native huts, as 
the family within were surrounding the family altar; and 
in one case, in particular, the service was conducted by 





a little boy. The becoming manner in which he was 
reading a chapter of the New Testament, with an audi- 
ble voice, collected a number of people round the door 
of the l:ut, who, as the missionary was passing, were lis- 
tening attentively to the little worshipper within; the 
circumstance seemed to surprise them very much. The 
missionary says he has, several times, in walking out in 
the evening, heard the same boy singing his evening 
hymn. From the mouth of babes and sucklings God 
will perfect praise. 


a 
A Minister’s Daughter. 


A few days before the death of a pious little girl, her 
father had been preaching from that beautiful passage in 
Psalm ]xi. 2. “Lead me to the rock that is higher than 
I.” Upon rejoining his afflicted family, the text was 
mentioned, and an outline of the sermon given, with 
which she appeared powerfully impressed. Upon the 
remark being made, that Christ is constantly spoken of 
both in the Old and New Testaments as a rock, espe- 
cially in the Psalms, and how delightful it was to the 
believer, that when placed upon this rock, the storms of 
life or of death could not remove him, for there he was 
safe, she seemed to derive much strength and comfort 
from what had been brought to her notice; and in all 
the subsequent readings of the Psalms, whenever the 
rock was spoken of, she stopped her mother, saying, 
“Here, mamma, is the rock again.” 


Wilberforce Richmond. 


Wilberforce, the son of the late Rev. Legh Rich- 
mond, two hours and a half before his death, went to bed 
and laid his head upon the pillow. His father said, “So 
he giveth his beloved rest.” Wilberforce replied, “ Yes, 
and sweet indeed is the rest which Christ gives.” He 
never awoke from this sleep. 


——a 
A Little Girl. 

The Rev. T. Wills, in his “Spiritual Register,” re- 
lates, that a friend of his had an only daughter, who was 
very young, but remarkable for tenderness of spirit, and 
knowledge of the Scriptures. She was seized with ill- 
ness, and appeared as though she had expired. While 
her mother was weeping over her loss, and indulging a 
fear lest her child should not have entered a world of 
hapoiness, the nurse entered the room to which she had 
retired, saying that the child was not dead. The moth- 
er returned, and after awhile the little girl requested to 
be raised in her bed. This being done, she looked very 
earnestly at her mother, and said, “Mamma, do you love 
God?” The mother replied, “Yes, my dear, I trust I 
do.” She then turned to a female Christian friend, who 
was with her mother, and asked, “Do you love God ?” 
She also replied in the affirmative. The child then 
turned to the nurse, and prop.sed the same question ; 
and having done this, said, “1 love God! I do love God! 
Hallelujah! Hallelujah!” and lay down, and instantly 
died. 


a 
A Brother and Sister. 


A gentleman had two children, the one a daughter, 
who was considered plain in her person, the other a son, 
who was reckoned handsome. One day, as they were 
playing together, they saw their faces in a looking- 
glass. The boy was charmed with his beauty, and 
spoke of it to his sister, who considered his remarks as 
so many reflections on her want of it. She told her fa- 
ther of the affair, complaining of her brother’s rudeness to 
her. The father, instead of appearing angry, took them 
both on his knees, and with much affection gave them 
the following advice:—*I would have you look in the 
glass every day; you, my son, that you may be re- 
minded never to dishonor the beauty of your face by the 
deformity of your actions; and you, my daughter, that 
you may take care to hide the defect of beauty in your 

rson by the superior lustre of your virtuous and amia- 

le conduct.” 


re 
A Deaf and Dumb Boy. 


A man, of a very profligate and immoral character, in 
the town of Yverdon, in Switzerland, died a few years 
ago, after a very short illness. A deaf and dumb boy, 
a pupil in the benevolent establishment of that place for 
the relief of such afflicted persons, asked the master 
whether he thought this man had gone to heaven or hell. 
He answered, that it was impossible for him to say; no 
man could judge his brother; the decision belonged to 
the Creator and Master of us all; that although he had 
been a vicious and irreligious man all his life before, 
yet, possibly, he might, during his illness, have been 
awakened at the approach of eternity, to a sense of his 
sins, and might have repented and turned to God, even 
at the eleventh hour; that, perhaps, thus he might have 
at last believed to the saving of his soul, being forgiven 
of God for Christ’s sake, who justifies without works, that 





no man may beast. “ Ah,” said the pupil, “I do not 


=, 
like these perhapses; J will have no perhaps in a matter 
of such moment ; I will not leave my salvation to 9 
haps.” Well will it be for him who delays not reben. 
tance, but flees in time to the refuge set before him in 
the gospel. Let us learn wisdom from this deaf 
dumb child, who had been but recently taught the exis. 
tence and nature of a future world. 


ain 
Remarx-—Whithersoever thou turnest thyself, thoy 
wilt see God meeting thee.— Seneca. 
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POETRY. 
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THE BUBBLE. 
Little Jack sat astride on the wall, full of pleasure, 
As great, and as proud as a king on his throne; 
His little heart beat with delight above measure 
As though the wide world had indeed been his own, 
He thought not of danger, he dreampt not of troubles, 
But held his tobacco pipe lightly with care; 
With water and soap he was blowing his bubbles, 
And oh how delightful they looked in the air! 
They floated along, by the wind set in motion, 
And then rose another and followed the rest ; 
They sail’d along just like the ships on the ocean:— 
At last came the biggest, the brightest, and best, 
It rapidly rose, as though proud of its lightness, 
And high as the top of the chimney was seen; 
It threw back the beams of the sun with its brightness, 
And glitter’d with crimson, and purple, and green, 
It floated along with a beauty surprising, 
And Jack, as he gaz’d, was half wild with delight ; 
He watch’d it with rapture, now falling, now rising, 
And loudly he laughed at the wonderful sight. 
But, presently, Jack felt a feeling of trouble ; 
His face and his heart were o’ershadow’d with gloom, 
For, while his stretch’d eye-balls were bent on the bubble, 
It enter’d the churchyard and burst o’er a tomb. 
“O Jack!” cried his father, who near had been musing, 
While lightly the bubbles were sailing around, 
“This world is a place of much picking and choosing, 
Where pleasure, and trifles, and bubbles abound. 
Whate’er be the tale that temptation may tell thee; 
Whate’er the desires that thy heart may engage, 
Let the little event that has just now befell thee 
Be fix’d on thy mind, in thy youth end thy age. 
“When young,my heart beat with enjoyment and pleasure 
Ay! just like the heart in thy bosom, my son; 
And I lov’d to indulge in my moments of leisure, 
And blew my air-bebbles as thou hast now done. 
My life, as my spirit nae bolder and bolder, 
Was tranquil and fair as a bright summer’s day, 
But it could not last always, and when I got older, 
I threw the light playthings of childhood away. 
“ And then came a thousand temptations to win me, 
And promis’d their flow’rets to strew in my road; 
How vain were the bright expectations within me! 
The things which they promis’d they never bestowd 
Again I believ’d what they said, and they griev’d me 
With fresh disappointment, and humbled my pride; 
I trusted once more, and once more they deceived me. 
Alas! they were bubbles! I cast them aside. 


“The cares of the world, as they went on increasing, 
Compell’d me to seek for a guide and a stay, 

For the folly and sin of my heart, without ceasing, 
Pursued me to lure and to lead me astray. 

I wanted a something to cheer and to guide me, 

In danger, temptation, and trouble, and gloom, 
That would neither deceive, nor desert, nor deride me, 
Nor burst, like a bubble, when near to the tomb. 

“1 found in the Bible, by mercy directed, 
A treasure far greater than silver and gold: 
A guide and a guard, that my life have protected, 
When troubles and sorrows around me have roll’d, 
I read, and I felt ’mid my sins and my sadness 
A hope and a joy in my bosom arise! 
My troubles and sorrows were turn’d into gladness, 
And now I look up for a home in the skies. 
“Let this book be thy guide in word, deed, and behaviour, 
In light and in darkness, whate’er may befall, 
O hasten to Christ, thy God and thy Saviour, 
And cling to his cross for thy life and thy all. 
Do this in thy youth, and thy breast shall be lighter, 
In joy and in sorrow, in glare and in gloom! 
Thy hope and thy faith in the future be brighter, 
And stronger, the nearer they draw to the tomb.” 
He gaz’d upon Jack at his dangerous station, 
And fearful, while looking around he might fall, 
He suddenly finished his serious oration, 
And smilingly beckon’d him down from the wall. 
Little Jack, his tobacco-pipe left, at the token, 
Descended with care, and gave over his game ; 
He ponder’d the words that his father had spoken; 





O reader, be wise let thy heart do the same. 
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